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Pull up lads, gently, so; don't mind the drifting
snow.

Tis not every year you are welcome to go
Over surface to cloan and so even.

DID HE DO RIGHT?
A Problem in Ethics Respectfully

Submitted for Solution to

Herald Readers.

ERRY and Pete were
two industrious mev.iMs. chanics. Tliey lived

jlipo *n a Fourth ward
tenement and each
had a couple of chil*

"[ML sides their wives,

\"\jy-fy) who, albeit, were not

nobJe art frequently
practised b y charwomen.

Jerry and Pete were hard workers: they worked
far iuto the night, and occasionally the thin mists
of dawn had begun to break on the narrow city
pavements before their labors would cease. Nobodywould say that theirs was not a hard-earned
pillow. Sometinos they did not toil in vain. It
depended largely upon the police.

It was a chilly night in November that this horny
handed pair i>lanned the burglary of a certain safe
in the establishment of a furniture concern on the
west side. On the evening in question the book-
keeper had had a wrangle with his accounts.

"I can't make head or tail of tnis," he said to the
senior member of the firm, "but I know everything
is all right. An error of several hundred dollars
has been carried over from each daily footing, but
where the error begins or ends I haven't found
out."
The fact was the monthly sates bad been extraordinarilylarge and a page of the balanco had

been mislaid. The head bookkeeper spent an hour
in again casting up both the entries of himself and
his subordinates after the establishment closod its
doors for the day.
Then he wont home for his supper, determined

to locate the deficit if ho didn't get a wink of sleex>
that night.
Bookkeepers, it must be remembered, have singularlyssnsitivo organisms, {susceptible to the

slightest atom of anything which reflects upon
their probity or skill.
At half-past eight he returned and commenced

anew his critical calculations. Ho worked precisely
two hours, at the end of which time he suddenly
slapped his forehead and exclaimed:.
"Great Scott: Whj haven't I looked through the

safe for a missing sheet? Ten to one Woslts forgot
to number them!"
He turned over the pages of the balance in his

hand and sure enough the usual numerical mark of
designation in tbe upper left hand corner was

wanting. In all likelihood one page or, perhaps,
two had slir>ped into some remote corner of the
safe.
The safe was a largo one, partially receding into

tho wall, and containing all the papers, documents
and several days' receipts in cash and drafts of the
firm.
The bookkeeper, in Uis effort to unearth the lost

page of the cash balance, was obliged to intruae
his entire body into the safe. X''earful lest the
candle he held should attract attention from the
street, showing out as it did in glaring relief
against the black recesses of the sate, before en-
toring he drew the door slightly ajar.
As ho stepped in tha tail of his coat probably

caught on an angle of the huge riveted hinges of
the Jock. The massive gate swung to as if it had
weighed no more than a single pound and the bookkeeperwas a prisoner.

lie Ileum a r«»uuuin unea, w» n»a ait, auu uia

caudle wont out.
There in noilimg especially remarkable about the

incidont.tragic a-i it certainly oiimt have been to
the unfortunate wretch inside. Many men have
been imprisoned in safes before. But this reflectionwould hardly soothe the agony of that horriblemoment.
The bookkeeper at the outset loet his presence

of mind, lie tought like a caged demon, after first
oxortinjr almost superhuman strength against the
four sidi-s of the iron tomb. Then his body gave
out, and without for an instant losing consciousnessho found himself sitting iu a partially uprightposturo unable to stir hand or foot.
At that instant, when hours seemed to have

elupsed, the drum of his ear. now abnormally sensitive,was almost split into fragments. A frightful
monotonous clangor rent the interior of the safe.
The bookkeeper used to say afterward that a

scco'id's deviation cf charactcristio thought and
he would have gone mad.
Stronger minds in a parallol situation would have

co lapsed. But a weaker personality clings more
strongly to hope. Only weak individualities while
iu the act of drowning catch at straws. As the
bookkeeper felt himself gradually growing faint
from want of air his revivified hope led him to deliberatelycra«U his list into the woodwork with
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And good let your manners be, you're in good company.
Tie not every day your good fortune to see

Over blinkers such women and men.

which the interior of the safe was fitted, in secretairefashion, one drawer being built above another.
As may have been conjectured, the noise which

smote the bookkeeper's ear was that of a drill.
Although keenly distinguished from the inside, the
sound was practically smothered on the outside of
the vault.
At one end of the drill was a cavity rapidly growinglarger in one of the steel panels. At its other

end was a heavy, warty fist, part of the anatomy of
Pete, the industrious mechanio.
Pete held the drill while his friend Jerry pounded

it in.
Pretty soon the two burglars became aware that

a terribie Co&motioH was going on within the safe.
It nearly drove them into fits. They were certainly
very much'startled.
Jerry was for throwing up the job. but hiS companionrejected the proposal with scorn as savoringof the superstitious. Pete had a large family

to support, tie argued. He spoke frankly to his
friend and co-laborer. The burden of his remarks
were in these words:
"You make me tired with yer ghosts and things,

and I don't want any more darn fooling.see? De
blamed job is most t'rough, anyway."

Tnvv.tr fA A f fV,/, fivnt

crack of the drill Jerry said:.
"Pete, there's a man or something in that safe?"
Both men grew as pale as ghosts at the mere

suggestion. Pete intrepidly applied his ear, first
to the lock and then to tho drill hole.
"Hey, in there!" ho shouted, not so loud, however,as to be heard out on the sidewalk. There

came che faint responsive ;,vory faint indeed:.
"For God's sake, give me air I am looked in

here. Try and burst open the safe."
The two burglars did not stop to talk, but went

at once to work as if their own lives depended on
the result ef their labors instead of the unfortunatebookkeeper's. In less than three minutes
they had a hole somewhat smaller than the businessend of a collar button knocked into that safe.
Then they stopped to rest, and the man inside,

who had come so near to death, breathed.
It was now that the two burglars became aware

of their predicament. In all probability this was
a member of the firm or an employs. This fact
knocked the success of tho night's adventure skyhigh,unless, when they let the man out, they
gagged and bound him into Bilence.
But this course would have an ugly look. It

mieht mean murder in the end, whereas if they
did not lot him out the chances were he would fail
back exhausted before morning, and they would
still be murderers and responsible for his taking off.
These were higuly comforting reflections, but

there was one still more powerful. What it was remainsto be seen.
"Hey, in there!" cried Pete, "what's the combinationof yer safe?"
' 3.15.73," came back in an almost sepulchral

tone.
It was evidently hard work to draw breath

through that hole. In exactly fifteen seconds the
lock of the safe gave forth the same resonant click
it had given a half hour previously. Thanks to tho
advent of the burglars, ic opened as listhtly and
airly as it had closed just thirty minutes before on
the unhappy accountant.
The latter gasped once or twice and without any

ii.ssifitnnce RtermAd out into the fran air.
Xow comes the interesting part.
Ho w&s very pale and his dress was much torn

ana disordered when he stepped to the floor, bat
the p&lior gave place to a red flush at perceiving
the two burglars.
They stood stock still as it they had seen a

ghost.
Without any kind of sjieech or warning or any

attempt at bravado the bookkeeper walked straight
to his desk and rang a call for police.
Almost simultaneously, so quick and quiet was

the action, he opened ft drawer, took out a pistol
and oovered the two burglars with a fatal pre-
cision. As ho did so he uttered these words:
"Gentlemen, X would bo the basest of men if I

did not feel profoundly grateful for what you have
just done. 1 shall always regard ynu as any man
should regard those who have saved his life with
l>eril to themselves. Anything you wish of me I
shall make an effort to perform. I have accumulateda little money, and with it I shall see that the
best counsel are engaged for your dofence. If
you are convicted, why "

Here the officers entered, having broken in the
door with a crash.

NOT A FANCY SKETCH.

A STOBY WITH A MOIIAL THAT MAY SAVE SOME

OTHER YOUKG COUPLE FEOM A MK15 FATE.
How little does one-half of this world know how

the other half lives? How little, in fact, doss it
really carc?
I call particularly to mind a "case" which recently

came before my notice in the Yorkville Police Court.
A bleak and dreary Yuletido it ceriaiiily must be

for young Itobert Boyle.
The "case" came up only last Sunday, and Robertis now in jail. He is but twenty-five years of

age, a fine looking young fellow and had baen untilrecently employed as a bookkeeper in a down-

Perhaps It was his own fault. He gambled,
drank some and was generally oareless about
money matters. Withal, though, he was a well
meaning youug man. He never committed a crime,
but he will probably spend the noxt six months in
a prison cell.
Some four years since Robert married Miss Sadie

Phillij)s. She was considered a bello among hor
acquaintances. She was certainly then; and is
now, for that matter, as pretty a young woman as
one could wish to meet anywhere, for a time
everything went well with the young couple. Tlien
Sadie's father died and her mother came to live
with them.
Robert did not appear to get along well with his

employers and his salary was reduced. They then
moved' to a small flat in a tenement house on East
liath street.
During the following year the wolf of poverty
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Slow, girls, or wa'll got spilt, that's Mrs. Vanderbilt,
And beside her, all wrapt lite a babe in a quilt,

Is the wife of Fernando Yznaga.

had entered the household and grim want held
sway. They bad two children, a boy and a sin.
and theyouug mother's heart was sorely troubled
at times. The children often went hungry. Robertlost his position last spring. He became despondentand discouraged. Sometimes he met evil
companions, and then he would try to drown his
sorrows in strong driuk.
"See here, Robert," said his wife, about two

weelcs ago, "you must do something to support
the children."
i»"But," Robert replied, "I can get nothing to do.
No one will employ me."
He came home that night intoxicated. The familylarder was empty and the children went to»bed

hungry. Besides this the landlord had threatened
t6 turn them into the street unless the rent was
forthcoming on the first of the month.
The poor wife, becoming desperate, caused her

husband's arrest for abandonment and non-support.At the Yorkville Police Court Justice Taintor
heard the wife's complaint and asked the husband
what he had to offer a3 an excuse.

'I can't get work, Your Honor."
"But you've got to take care of your wife and

children somehow."
"How can I, sir, when "

"Here," said the Justice sternly; "you drink.
That's what's the matter with you. I'm going to
put you under $500 bonds to provide for your
family for six months."
The bond was accordingly made out, and then

the wife tearfully asked the Justice what would be
dunfl in case the hondsm^n were Tint fnrthrnmim'.

FQK THE CHILDREN'S SAKE.
"He'U have to pro 10 jail."
She stood irresolute for a moment. "Oh, don't

let them lock me up, Sadie," pleaded the young
husband.
"My children," she finally said, with a look of

despair in her eyes. "You came home drunk. It
is for them I do this."
The young woman was led sobbing from the

court room as she heard the Justice say, "Well,
you stand committed unless you can get some one
to go on your bond."
Robert is now languishing in jail. Who cares?

And what has become, meanwhile, of Sadie and her
two children' Who knows or cares either? This
is a true statement of facts without attempting to
so into heroics. It is a common, everyday occurrencein the various city police courts.

SCA11ED BY FLAMING SHOES.
"Coal" Is the name given to a negro boy who

works in a Brooklyn barber shop. He is very black
and very lazy. More than half of the time wheu
his services are needed he is fast asleep, and the
cry of "Brush!" is unhoard by him. Consequently
rvl-inr nnafmnorc flwav with rlnatr mate onrl nn.

shined shoes.
After enduring this affliction for (wo weeks the

boss hit upon an idea to fceep "Coai" awake, and
he quickly put it into execution Heating a cent on
the "stove, he removed it with a pair of tongs and
placed it on one of the sleeping boy's knees. For a
moment it laid there. Then there was a wild cry, and
the boy sprang up with a look of terror in his eyes.
"Who druv dat tack in my knee?" he demanded.

TURKEO THE HOSE ON HIM.
But as a burst of laughter was the only reply he

grasped the situation and attended to business
with unwonted vim. His zeal, however, soon
oozed out, and he relapsed into his former somnolentstate. This so enraged the boss that he seized
a small hose with a spray nozzle attachment and
gave.the boy a shower.
Spluttering and half stifled he tumbled out of

his chair, grabbed an umbrella from the rack,
opened it and held it above hi3 head. He did not
notice that he was again being made a victim, for
he shouted:.

' For lan's sake, boss, close de sklight, for it am
rainin' in right smart."
Again "Coal" was laughed at, and again he took

the hint and kept awake and at work. But, as before,his reformation was of brief duration.
HIS SHOES AFLAME.

"Brush!" exclaimed the boss one day as he re-
leased a popular patron from his chair. "Brush!
brush!" ha repealed, but the boy was asleep and
snoring.
"Confound that lazy 'Coal,' " said the boss; "I'll

scare him so he'll never dare to go asleep again in
this shop."
And he did. Armed with a quantity of alcohol

he crept up to the sleeper and applied it literally
t.» Ilia almas: anrt sat it. >1!a'/in(T with a liphted
match. All hands grouped themselves to see the
fun (?). .

Slowly the inflammable fluid burned, and tiny
blue flames coursed around the boy's ankles. He
moved uneasily in liis sleep and seemed to try to
move away from the lire, but iu vain. Hotter grow
his feet uatil suddenly he awoke. Groat beads of
perspiration stood upon his brow or triokled down
his cheeks. He pave a single glance downward.

" Wo w!" he shoutBd as lio began to caper about
the room. "It's burning ud lis. Hi! hi! oh! oh!
oh! Blue fire!" and then ho fell.
Then tho boss ran up, and in a second fanned

out tho flames with a newspaper.
"Coal" was badly scared a.jd belioved that his

shoes caught fire from the stove, near which he
sat. He has not slept on post since aud is one of
tho most faithful helpers in the boss barber's employ.

COULDN'T i AIL.

Never print a paid advortisament as nonrs matter. Let
every advertisement appear as an advertisement.no
sailing under falno colors..Charlt* A. D.uux * AiUlrena to
t/te Wisconsin Editorial Antoti'Uion, Milwaukee, July 24. 1888.
"1 have a great admiration for Charles A. Dana,"

said Commissioner Porter, president of the Board
Charities and Corrrecton, when his views were
solicited on the question of tho hour, "and I have
not the slightest doubt he would make an admirableSenator. Tie man who has made the Hun,
what it is couldn't fail to make a brilliant record
in the Senate."
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Slip along now a bit faster or we'll miss Mrs.
Astor,

And dear Mrs. Stevens, who tries to drive past her,
But is blocked by that eager Jim Parker.

NEW BOOKS.
Columbus Reconstructed, but Not

According to the Late
John Brougham.

A History of England in the Eighteenth Century.By William Edward Hartpole Lecky. Vols.
VII. and VIII. I). Appleton & Co., JJew York.
With these volumes Mr. Lecky concludes a voluminousand valuable work.a work which, althoughnot faultless, is not likely to make way for

a better one within the present century. Like
most other great histories it has been written more

for honor than profit, for the work of obtaining
the material lias consumed about half of the author'sadult life. By Americans the book should
always be held in grateful esteem for the author's
fair treatment of our own country during the long
period of discontent and war which culminated in
the separation of the colonies from the mother
country. Irishmen, too, owe Mr. Becky a greater
debt than the author himself knows, in his many
allusions to Irish affairs.the two concluding
volumes are largely givon to Irish troubles. The
author is a liberal in politics, and ha3 always
wished Ireland well; he tells of political and
military atrocities, to which the unfortunate people
were obliged to submit with a fulness cf detail
which will satisfy the most rabid hater of Englaud,
yet in spite of all this his own narrative betrays
England's incapacity in her dealings with the
Irish, for it contains many indications in the
author's own tone of the general conviction of
superiority which has been England's bane in dealingswith all races not her own. It is well for Eng-
land that the Irish are not largely a reading
people. WereBecky'sbook generally road throughoutthe island the people's hatred of England,
ardent though it is, would greatly gain in intensity.
The Secrete Bo.g-Boke of Christopher Columbus.Noted and Written by Himself in the Years

149*2-1193. Brentano, New Tort.
This is one of the most clever and artistic conceitsthat has appeared in a long time. It is a

fac-simile of a logbook purporting to have been
found on the English coast a few months ago. The
effect of reality is marred only by the text being in
English. The publisher's announcement, which is

quite as ingenious as the pretended log, says:."It
is likeiy that Christopher Columbus should have
kept this logbook; it is likely that he should have
thrown it overboard during a terrific st6rm, as set
forth in this fac-simile. It is likely that he should
havo locked it in a water tight casket before con-
veyin.tr its message to tlie mercy of the waves. It
is likely that he should have enclosed with it the
royal warrant-" from Isabella, Quean of Castilla
and Leon, creating him Vioeroj, Admiral and Gen-
era! Governor of all the islands and countries west
of the Azores he might discover."
The text of this ingenious fancy is in old Gothic

lettering, tho leaves imitations of parchment,
stained and blotched as parchment naturally would
be by salt water, and tlia cover, also like parchment,is a marvel of artistic discoloration. Adheringto it are tiny shells and bits of seaweed and
marine berries, all real. Inside the book is folded
the discovoror's warrant or commission from the
Spanish Crown, t-he lettering being in Spanish and
the whole bearing the royal seal, so treated as to
appear to have been in the water ft long time.
There are many illustrations such as a sailor who
could draw ;it all might have made in those days
and on such a voyage. Indeed, the only thing ua-
real besides the English text, is the elaborateness
of many of tho initial letters. It would be difficult
to imaglue a commander with his heart full of new
ideas and his ship full of disaffected sailors devot-
iug hours to ornamentation such as pervades old
missals. The tone of the text is quite in keeping
..ill. H,« ,>f lV,iniv,),n« f.rwl luitl, tli.i n, ,,.

of oxpression of his timo.
>.s a curiosity this book uiust command atteution,for there is nothing like it iu tho world of

print. The lato John Brougbnm once reconstructed
Columbus, aud did it capitally, but ho would tako
off his hat rospectfully to this amazing effort.
The Brocam:ess am) Maroonhbs or America.
Being an. account of the Famous Adventures and
Daring Deeds of Certain Notorious Freebooters
of the Spanish Main. A new Illustrated Edition.
Edited by Howard Pyle. Macmillan & Co., New
York.
This is a volume of the "Adventure Series" and

tells of the exploits of Morgan and Lolonais in the
West Indies, and of Blackbeard. Captains Kid, Robertsand Avery elsewhere. Much of it is translated
from an old book which \yas written in Dutch and
afterward printed in Spanish, but changes of languagehave not modified any of the incidents, all
of which were as outr.igoous at; the most depraved
mind could Imagine. The dreadful fact about these
old Dirates is that privateering and smuggling were
to common in those days that there was no distinct
line between them and piracy, and any sailor afloat
with a good ship and some caunon drifted into theft
as easily as politicians become liars. Sailors we're
citizens of no country in particular, so pirates had
no trouble in getting recruits from the crews of
captured vessels. There is a great deal of history

E SHEET.

\T T R A L PARK

^ <=KAy-FARKJeTCl__l.
There's Mrs. Henry Clews, and there's Chauncey

M. Depew's
Sleigh, Mrs. Hewitt, Mrs. Jay.you can't choose.

So wrapt up are they all in their furs.

and human nature between the lines, and Mr.
Pyle's production is very good.
The Best Letters of Horace Walpole. Edited,
with an Introduction bv Anna B. Mctiahan.

The Best Letters of Lord Chesterfield. Edited,with an Introduction by Edward Gilpin
Johnson. A. C. McClurg k. Co., Chicago.
These volumes of the "Laurel Crowned Letter

Series" contain about as much of the correspondenceof Walpole and Chesterfield as the general
reader will be likely to peruse, and the selection s

are so well made as to leave the more complete
editions to special students. The Walwole volume
contains about a hundred letMi-s, very few of
which arc on political subjects; by far the greater
number are on men, incidents and literature of
his day, and all are of brighter quality than any of
the published betters of the period. The Chesterfieldcollection excludes a few letters which were
more frank than decent, aud which gave a bad
reputation to a mass of parental advice which, as
a whole, is worthy of the close attention of almost
any young man, for the worldly wisdom of which
they are full is remarkably free from cynicism
and selfishness. The books are small, sightly and
cheap.
Life with the Forty-ninth Massachusetts Volunteers.By Henry T. Johns, Washington, D. c.
Mr. Johns'book was first printed about tweutyfiveyears ago, but there are war stories which are

more interesting now than they were during the
heat of the conflict, and this is one of them. It is
a series of letters from a private soldier in a regimentwhich was formed in Berkshire county, Mass.,
in the autumn of 1862, and although the term of
service was only nine months, the S'orty-ninth did
good work and lost many men, more than onefourthof the active list being killed or wounded
at iJort Hudson. The author seems to have been
enthusiastic, brave, tlioaghtful and religious; ho
discusses the conduct of the war, the negro questionand every other question of the time like a
true born American, who is also a Massachusetts
man, and his pages will recall to veterans experiences,amusing and otherwise, of the men in
tho rauks.
Paoli; the Last of the Missionaries. A Picture

of the Overthrow of tho Christians in Japau in
the iSeven'teenth Century. By \V. C. Kitchin.
With Illustrations by l*. A. Traver and Henry
Bouche. Kobert Bonner's Sons, New York.
Japan was once the most enoouragiug missionary

field in the world. Xavier and his followers
reached the land soon after the traders. The new

religion, as then preached, was eagerly welcomed
by tho poorer classes, who had long been oppressed
and fed on spiritual husks by the Buddhist priests.
Meanwhile many of the rich and titled classes ac-

ceptea unristianity ror ousiness reasons ana rorcea
it upon their followers. In time the character and.
manner oC the Churoh's representatives changed,
and there was a great and successful revolt which
suppressed th3 new religion, banished or killed all
natives who would cot abjure it and closed the
ports of Japan against foreigners. The period of
the revolt is that of the story of "Paoli".a story
full of the exciting, the strange and the pictur-
esque. The book is a vory good specimen of the
"historical novel."
Mingled Memories, a Packet of Poems Both
Grave and Gay. By James Gordon Emmons.
Human ;minds aro like jugs.thoir contents can

be known only by what comes out of them. The
man who goes about an ur.romantic business with
a matter of fact face is supposed to be 'without
poetry in his soul, while shallower Datures are
called poets merely because they print rhymes.
For instance, the author of "Mingled Memories"
lias for many years been a sailor and the captain
of a steamboat, yet throughout his busy and exact-
ing life ho has found time for muoh sentimental
reverie and to express his feeling in careful verse
and rhyme. Some of the poems date back to war
times anu forcibly recall incidents and characters
of that stirring period. The voluma is tastefully
bound iu bluo and gold. It boars no publisher's
imprint, from which it would appear that the
author, whose address is Mo. i)Ud West street, New
York, printed it for private circulation.
Widow Guthrie. A Novel. By ltichard Malcolm
Johnston. Illustrated by E. \V. Kemble. D. Ap-

X- i'n mour v,.v1

Few autliors would dare make an arrogant, combativoold woman the title character of a novel.
Mr. Johnston, however, is a philosopher as well as

a teller of tales, so o»e character is quite as interestingto him as auother. A Georgia Tillitgo of a
few hundred people is tho scene of the story, and
tbewlduw is but one of a score of characters
most of whom are so peculiar to the place as to
seorn original when looked at lrom any other
standpoint. 13e«innfing with a family quarrel of
ordinary character, "Widow Guthrie" promises to
be a leisurely sko;ch of village life in the South
beforo tho war; suddenly, however, it became exciting,and remains so, a duel and the shooting
affair being among the'incidets, a handsomn Northernwoman having unconsciously mado a great
deal of trouble. The author's characters seldom
talk like men and women in books, yet somehow
they make themselves very woll known to the
reader, and they are real people. Mr. Kemble's illustrationsare capital, but too few, for the stories are
full of opportunities for the artist.
A Sketch of Chestex Hahding, Artist. Drawn
by his Own Hand. Edited by His Daughter, Mar-
caret E. White. Houghton, Mifflin & Co., New
York.
More than half a century ago Mr. Harding was a

prominent portrait painter. Although an Americanand self-taught, he made quite a reputation in

England, where ho painted many famous people
and became acquainted with more; he also had
hundreds of sitters in the United States, among
them being Clay, Webster, Calhoun and Seward.
Apparently his success was due partly to his

. #

fr? I
IfIII If'

Coiae, now, we'd better skip, that's Colonel LawrenceKip
Pushing Frank Work for a mug of egg flip

At Gabe Case's, where nothing demurs.

attractive personality, for although born in poverts^Mand scarcely able to read when he married
seems always to have abounded in geniality,
cacy and tact; Washington AUston wroto of bS^^M
that nature had made him a gentleman, "and you ^
know her too well not to know that she does her
work better than any schools." He wrote for hi*
children what he called an "Kgotistographv,"
which iills forty pages of the memoir, tho remainderof which is com!>iled from his diary and
abounds in anecdote of distinguished persons.

KEMINISOENCEb OF M'KINLEY.

I met last evening a well known travelling sales*
manwho is connected with one of tho largest iac9

importing houses in the country. w

"Let me tell you something about this McKiniey
bill," said he, "You see I called on Mr. McKinley
at his home in Canton, Ohio, last trip, and had
quite a talk with him about Torchon luce, which i-s
used more or ies's by every lady in the country.
The duty has been raised from thirty to sixty petcent.In tho cheaper varieties the retail price has
been so advanced that the sales have practically
stopped.
"Well, I called upon Mr. McKiniey. as stated. 'See

here, Mr. McKiniey,' said I, 'I want to tell you
first that I'm a democrat, I'm in the lace business,and 1 would like to know why you advaucea
the duty on Torchon lace over one hundred per
centv'

" 'Upon my word,' replied Mr. Mcliiuley, 'yon
surprise me. Why I thought that every school-
boy ought to see the sense in tne measure, our
purpose was to encourage the establishment o;
factories In this country for the manufacture of
this lace.'
" 'But, Mr. McKinley,' I broke in, 'that would ba

impossible. This lace is ali made by hand by tho
French and German peasants. There are no factories.'j

too much fou m'kinley.
" Um," he replied, 'is that so? Well, had our

committee known of this at the time that duty a
would never have been altered.'

' 'But, sir,'said I, 'when our committee of importerswaited upon you at Washington you refusedto listen to them; in fact, you snubbed them.'^BB"This was too much for the Ohio Congressmai^^^aud we changed the subject. r *

"I was approached," continued the New Yorker,
"by another Ohio Congressman during tho l/st
McKinley campatgn and he offered me $500 ,if I
would take my samples and so on a stumping tour
with him, showing how the McKinley tariff worked
in my business; but, for good reasons, [ had to
decline the offer.
"Now," he continued, "let me tell youalittla

story about the McKinley campaign in Ohio. The
republicans had a lot of young hustlers, whose
duty it was to go out amona the farmers and liud
men whose polities were at all doubtful. Every
doubter would then be flooded with republicaa
literature.
"Well, one of these young chaps met an old

'mossback' democrat driving into Canton ono

day and asked for a ride into town. 'All right,'
said the former;'jump in.' Of course the young
man started in on politics right away.

bkpuelioanism a disease. i
"See here,'said the farmer, 'what business ara

you in?'
" 'I'm a republican,' promptly responded the

youug man.
"'Republican, eh?'said the old democrat, with

oriflont «Whv thuf.'s no YniRiriAftH vnnnd

man; it's a disease.'
"By the way," said the travvelling man, "I met

Mr. Turner last November.Turner, you know, %
who was running on the republican ticket for Gov- 1
ernor of Michigan. Ho was telling me about his
certainty of being elected; the only thing lie was
after, he said, was to increase the republican V
majority of the State. Winans, on the democratio H
ticket, beat him by some sixteen thousand. Kough
on Turner, wasn't it? I
"Turner thought the SIcKlnley bill a great

measure for the country. 'But,' said he, 'I think
that the tin plato section of the bill is one of the
greatest outrages ever perpetrated upon the Americjupeople.'

" Why, Mr. Turner,' said I, 'that sounds strange
from a "republican. By the way, though,' I added,
'What's your business. Mr. Turner?'
" 'I am a packer of condensed milk,' said he,

That, of coursu, accounted for his views coucern

ing the tin plate tariff."
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I ligkes to blay mit children since tley vas so spec-la!wise,
Und der questions vich dey asks me vas dor best;

Und deir deep inhuman wonder, und deir doubt at
my reblie.s

Magkes me quite as doubtful of dem as der rest.

Vhen doy sees how childish foolish vas such viss(lornas I've loarned
I'm li^ks a l'ox, und dey der schasing baud;

Und dey follows on so sviftly vile I've run and
crosscd and turned

Dot dey catch ma in deir fields of wonderland.
I talks so cheorful big about der moon, der stars,

der sun,
Dey asks me how I dwinkles mit der eye?

Astonished dot I do not know to get a book dey i uu,
Und says to shtudy dill I can reply.

So dey teach me curious lessons vilo dey seegks
from me to learn,

Und not der least ven blaying I'm at school,
Vhen I rightly wears iler dunce cap, rightly finds

my ears dey burn
Wit dot dunce cap in dor corner on der stool!

Hence I ligkes der little children, since dey been so _

aw kward wise, ^
Und deir gueations chase me quickly to a hole,

Vere I hides me from deir innoeense vich piorcs
der thin disguise,

Only hides me like an edugaded mole!

J


